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I hauc heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Mi- 


Confi. Indeed my Lord, it isamoft abfolutc and ex¬ 
cellent Horfe. 

Dolph . It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neigh is like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces 
Homage. 

Orleance . NomoreCoufin. 

Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the riling of the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe, 
varie deferued prayfc on my Palfray : it is a Thcame as 
fluent as the Sca:Turnc the Sands into eloquent tongues, 
and my Horfe is argument for them all : "tis a fubieft 
for aSoueraigne to reafon on,and for aSoucraigncs So- 
ueraigneto ride on; And for the YVorld/amiliar to vs, 
and vnknownc, to lay apart their particular Fun£ti6ns 3 
and wonder at him, I once writ a Sonnet in his prayfe, 
and began thuSj Wonder of Nature. 

Orleance . 
ftreffe. 

Dolph. Then did they imitate that which I compos’d 
to my Courfer,for my Horfe is my Miftreflc. 

Orleance. Your Miftreflc bcares well. 

Dolph. Me well,which is the prefeript prayfc and per¬ 
fection of a good and particular Miftreflc. 

Confi. Nay, for me thought yefterday your Miftreflc 
fhrewdly ihooke your back. 

Dolph. So perhaps did yours. 

Confi. Mine was not bridled. 

Dolph. O then belike fhe was old and gentle,and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ircland,your French Hofc offhand in 
your ftrait Strollers. 

You hauc good lodgement in Horfeman- 

fliip. 

Dolph. Be warn’d by me then: they that ride fo, and 
ride not warily, fall into foule Boggs: I had rather hauc 
my Horfe to my Miftrefle. 

Confi. I had as liue haue my Miftrdfe a lade. 

Dolph. I tell thee Conftable, my Miftrefle weares his 
ownehayre. 

Conjl. I could make as true a boaft as that, if I had a 
Sow to my Miftreflc. 

Dolph. Le chicn eft retourneafon prepre vemiffement efl 
la lossye lanec ah bonrbier :thou raak’ft vfc of any thing. 

Conft. Yet doe I not vfe my Horfe for my Miftreflc, 
or any fuch Prouerbe,fo little kin to the purpole. 

Ramb. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
your Tent to night,are thofe Starres orSunnes vpon its? 
Conft, Starres my Lord. 

Dolph . Some of them will fall tomorrow,! hope. 
Conft: And yet my Sky fhall not want. 

Dolph. That may be, for you beare a many fuperflu- 
oufly,and ’twere more honor fomc were away. 

Conft. Eu’n as your Horfe bearesyourprayfes, who 
would trot as well,were fome of your bragges difmoun- 
ted. 

Dolph . Would I were able to loade him with his de- 
fert. Will it neuer be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, 
and my way fhall be paued with Englifh Faces. 

Conft. I will not fay fo, for feare I ftiould be fac’t out 
of my way: but I would it were morning, for I would 
f'aine be about the cares of the Englifti. 

Ramb. Who will goc to Hazard with roc for twentie 
Prifoners ? 

Conft. You muft firft goc your felfe to hazard,ere you 
haue them. 

Dolpb Tis Mid-night, He goe arme my felfe. Exit. 
Orleance .The Dolphin longs for morning. 
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Ramb. He longs to cate thTEnglifl,. 

Conft. I thinkc he will eate all he kill, 

Conft. S wearc by her Foot,that fhe may trad 


Oath 

Orleance. He is Amply the moftaaiueC 
France. ^ 


'title. 


outth 

t^ian o 


twilit 


Confi. Doing is aaiuitie, and he will flin u . 

Orleance He neuer did harmc, that I heard rf* 
Confi. Nor will doc none to morrow u* 
that good name ftill. hcc 

Orleance* I know him to be valiant. 

Conft. I was told that, by one that knowes hi*, t 
then you. w «himbi 

Orleance. What’s hee? 

Conft. Marry hcc told me fo himfelfe.and hee f, 
car’d not who knew it. J 


"ft 


'ttttr 


a ydhei 


Orleance. Hecncedes not, it is no hidden 
him. 


vertue 

ConU. By my faith Sir,but it is: neuer anybody 
it,but his Lacquey: ’tis a hooded valour andwk 
appeares, it will bate. ’ ncn 

Orleance. Ill will neuer fayd well. 

Conft. I will cap that Prouerbe with, There isflatt, 
in friendfhip. CI 

Orleance. And I will take vp that wit^GiuetheDci 
his due. 1 

Conft . Well plac’t : there ftands your friend forthe 

Dcuill: hauc at the very eye of that Prouerbe with a 

PoxoftheDeuilk , 

Orleance. You are the better at Proucrbs,by how much 
a Foolcs Bolt is foonefhot. 

Conft. You haue fliotoucr# 

Orleance. Tis not the firft time you were oiicr-dio* 

Enter a Ttieflengcr* 

Afejf. My Lord high Conftable,the Englifh lyc within 
fiftecne hundred paces of your Tents. 

Confi. Who hath meafur’d the ground ? 

Mefil The Lord Cjrandpree . 

Confi. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would 
it were day ? Alas poorc Harry of England; hce longi 
not for the Dawning,as wee doe# 

Orleance. What a wretched and peeuifh fellow is this 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd followers 
fo farre out of his knowledge. 

Confi . If the Englifli had any apprehenfion, they 
would runne away# 

Orleance . That they lack: for if their hcadshadanyin* 
telledluall Armour, they could neuer weare fuch heauie 
Head-pieces. 

Ramb. That Hand of England breedcs very valiant 
Creatures; their Maftiffes arc of vnmatchable cou- 
rage. 

Orleance. Foolifli Curres, that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Ruffian Beart, and haue their heads cruflit 
like rotten Apples: you may as well fay, that $ a valiant 
Flea, that dare cate his breakefaft on the Lippc of 3 
Lyon. # ,, 

Iuft, iuft: and the men doe fynipathizcwiu 
the Maftiffes, in robuftious and rough comming on, 
leauing their Wits with their Wiues: and then gi uc 
them great Mcalcs of Becfe, and Iron and Stcelcjt -ey 
will catc like Wolucs.and fight like Deuils* 

Orleance. I, 


t 
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Orient. iT^thefc Engfifli are fhrowdlyout of 

B«f c * ' t l c0 ^11 vve finde to morrow.tbey haue only 
, Si to eate, and none to fight. Now is it time to 
00 Sme (hall we about it? , t 

It U now two a Clock: but let me fee,by ten 

ft fhall haue each 3hundred Englifh men. Exemt. 


<iA clus Tertius. 


Chorus. 

nw entercaine conieaure of a time, 
vVhcn creeping Murmurc and the poring Darke 
Fills the wide Vcflcll of the Vniuerte. 

From Camp to Camp.through the foule Womb ofNight 
TheHununeof eyther Army Hilly founds; 

Thatthe fixe Centinels almoft receiue 
The fecret Whifpers of each others Watch. 

Hrc gnfwers fire,and through their paly flames 
EachBattaile fees the others vmber’d face. 

Steed threatens Steed, in high 3nd boaftfull Neighs 
piercingtbe Nights dull Eare: and from the Tents, 

The Armourers accomphfhing the Knights, 

With bufie Hammers clofing Riuets vp, 

Giuedreadfull note of preparation. 

The Countrey Cocks doe crow,the Clocks doe towlc: 
And the third howre of drowfie Morning nam’d, 
Prowdof their Numbers,and fecurc in Soule, 
Theconfidentandouer-luftie French, •. 

Doe the low-rated Englifli play at Dice; 

And chide the creeple-tardy-gatcd Night, 

Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth limpe 
Sotedioufly away. The poore condemned Englifli, 
LikeSacrificcSjby their watchfull Fires 
Sitpatiently, and inly ruminate 
IheMornings danger: and their gefturc fad, 

Tnuefting lanke-leane Cheekes,and Warre-worne Coats, 

Prefented them vnto the gazing Moone 

Somany horridc Ghofts. O now,who will behold 

TheRoyallCaptainc of this ruin’d Band 

Walking from Watch to Watch,fromTent to Tent; 

Let him cry,Pray fe and Glory on his head : 

For forth he goes,and vifits all his Hoaft, 

Bids them good morrow with amodeft Smyle, 

And calls them Brothers,Friends,and Countrcymen, 

Vpon his Royall Face there is no note, 

How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one iot of Colour 
Vntothe wearie and all-watched Night: 

Butfrefhly lookes,and ouer-bearcs Attaint, 

With chearefull femb!ancc,and l’weet Maicftie: 

That eucry Wretch,pining and pale before. 

Beholding him,plucks comfort from his Lookes. 
ALargeflcvniuerfalljlike the Sunne, 

Hisliberall Eye doth giue to eucry one. 

Thawing cold feare,that mcane and gentle all 
Behold,as may vnworthinefTc define. 

A little touch of Harry in the Night, 

And fo our Scene muft to the Battaile flye: 

Where,O for pitty,we fhall much difgrace. 

With fouie or flue mojt vile and ragged foyles, 

Right ill difpos’d, in brawle ridiculous) 


The Name of Agincourt : Yet fit and fee. 

Minding true things, by what their Mock’ries bee. 

Exit. 

Enter the King , 'Bedford,and Clone efter. 

King. Glofter ft\s true that we are in great danger, 

The greater therefore fhould our Courage be. 

God morrow Brother 'Bedford: God Almightie, 

There is fome foule ofgoodncflcio things euill, 

Would men obferuingly diftill it out. 

For our bad Neighbour makes vs early ftirrers. 

Which is both healthfull, and good husbandry. 
Befides.they arc our outward Confciences, 

And Preachers to vs all; admonifhing. 

That we fnould drefle vs faircly for our end: 

Thus may we gather Honejftfrom the Weed, 

And make a Morall of thwSiuell himfelfc. 

Enter Erpingkam. 

Good morrow old Sir Thomas Erpingkam: 

A good fofc Pillow for that good white Head, 

Were better then a churlifh turfc of France. 

Erpmg. Not fo my Liege,this Lodging likes me better 
Since 1 may fay, now lye i like a King. 

King .'Tis good for men to loue their prefent paines, 

Vpon example.fo the Spirit is eafed : 

And when the Mind is quickncd,out of doubt 
The Organs,though defumft and dead before, 

Breake vp their drowfie Graue. and newly moue 
With called f!ough,and frefti legeritie. 

Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomae: Brothers both. 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campe J 
Doe my good morrow to them,and anon 
Dcfire them all to my Pauillion. 

Glofler. We fhall, my Liege. 

Erping. Shall I attend your Grace? 

King. No, my good Knight: 

Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 

1 and my Bofome muft debate awhile, 

. And then I would no other company. 

Erping. The Lord in Heaucn blefie thee , Noble 
I-larry. Exemt. 

King. God a mercy old Heart, thou fpeak’ft chearc- 
fully. Enter Piftoll. 

Pift. fhe votes la ? , 

King. A friend. 

Ptft. Difcufle vntome, art thou Officer, or art thou 
bafe,cotnmon,and popular ? 

King. I am a Gentleman of a Company. 

Ttft. Trayl’ft thou the puiflant Pyke ? 

King. Euen fo: what are you ? 

Pfft. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

King. Then you are a bectcr then the King. 

Pift. The King’s a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Irope of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
moftvaliant: Ikifle hisdurtie ftiooe, and from heart- 
firing I loucthe louely Bully. What is thy Names’ 

King. Harry le Roy. 

Ttft.Le Roy ? aCornifh Name: art thou ofCornifh Crew? 
King. No, I am a Welchman. 

Pift. Know’ft thou Flnellenl 
King. Yes. 

Tift. Tell him lie knock His Leeke about his Pate ypon 
S. Da hies day. * 

King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in your Cappe 
that dayfteaft he knock that about yours. 

• i 2 Pi ft. Art 
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